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Nih*.\ muftdo as I may,tho patience be a tired mare 
Vet (heel plod. and fome fay kniues haue edges, * 

And men may fieepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

Bar. Come ifaith,llebcftow a breakfaft to make PtftoH 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould wc carry kniucs 
to cut our owne throates. 

jV««.Ifaith ile liue as long as I imy 3 that’s the certaine of 1 
it. And when I cannot line any longer, lie do as I may, ' 
And there’s my reft,and the randeuous of it. 

Inter TittoSlyind Hottes Quickly his wife, 

'Bar. Good morrow ancient Pittoll, 
heere comes ancient Pitt oil ,1 prcthec Nim be quiet, 

Nim. How do you my hoft ? 

Pitt . Bafc {hue, called thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges I |iweare,Ifcornc the title. 

Nor fhall my AMkecpelodgiag. 

Hoft, No by my troth not I, 

’for wc cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the pricke of their needle, 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe. 

0 Lord, heerc’s Corporall Nim, ft ow (ball 

We haue wilfull adultery and murthcr committed ? 

Good Corporall Nim (hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. TWoi.Pufh. 

,P#?.What 3 doft thou pu(h,thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Nim, Will you fliog off?T would haue you folus. 

Pitt. Solus, egregious dog,that folus in thy throate. 
And in thy lungs,and which is worfe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth, I do retort that folus 
In thy bowels,and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke. 
And Pittols fiaihing fiery epeke is vp; . 

Nin j.I am not Barhafim , you cannot coniure me ; 

1 haue an humor Piftoil to knocke you indifferently well. 
And you fall foule with me Piftoil , 

lie fcoure you with my Rapier in fairc tearmes. 


of Henry the fife, 

|f you will waike offa little, 

lie pricke your guts a little in good termes*' 

And there’s the humor of it. , . . 

Ptft.O braggard vile, and damned furious wigh., 

The grauc doth gape, and groaning death is necre, 

Therefore exall. 5 „ . UltT 

'Bar. Heare me,he that ftrikes the firft blow, 

lie kill him, as I am a Souldier. 

Pt ft. An oath of mickle might, and fury (hall abate* 

Nim. lie cut your throat at one time or another 
In fairc termes : and there’s the humor of it. ^ 

P<7?.Couple gorge is the word,I thee dene agen , 

A damned hound,tbinkft thou my fpoufe to get ? 

No,to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kmde, 

Doll Tear-ftieete,(he by name, and her efpowfe 
I haue, and I wUlhold,the quandom quickly. 

For the onely (he and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the Boy. 

2 fcT.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight to my Mafter, 
Goo^ thy nofc bemeene the flicctcs, 

thefedayes. 

He go to him,husband you 1 come . 

Bar. Come Piftoil be friends. 

AAw,prethee be friends, and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. ... betting 

Nt,l (hal haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 

Vifl.Bafe is the ftaue that payes. ^ . nrofit. 

i\7< .That now I will haue.and there s the bum . 

Pift.hs manhood (hall compound. J 

Bar. He that ftrikes the firft blow, 
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